Duncan campbell Clacher

My first memories of being taken into care are from when I was 12 years old. From the moment I arrived at Calder House – Lanarkshire, the abuse started. I was made to wake up at 6 o’clock every morning to do fitness training. We were children, but we were treated like prisoners. We were beaten with a stick, and there was a small bald man from the army who was one of the staff. He put us through terrible times. I remember being whipped across my back, and the pain and fear were constant. It was so bad that some of the children would wrap towels around their heads and jump out of the windows to escape.
One of the main staff members was Mr Pethers. He was horrible and extremely violent. He beat us regularly and ran the place—whatever he said went. We were often locked in our dormitories, all of us together, with no escape. Although food was technically provided, we would often go to bed hungry if we didn’t eat on time or if we didn’t like the food. That was used as another form of punishment.
The punishments were brutal. Staff were much bigger than us and would physically restrain us painfully. There were two men who worked the night shifts who would come into our dorms, drag us out of bed by our feet, and take us to the toilets, where we were forced to stand facing the wall all night. We were never left alone. Staff would always “assist” us to the showers, which felt invasive and frightening. Sometimes, as punishment, I was put into a cold bath.
This abuse went on on and off for three years, from the age of 12 to 15. During that time, the adults turned the children against each other. They would make us box one another, which caused fights, fear, and lasting problems between us. I was constantly picked on, called a “bastard” by both staff and other children, and bullied relentlessly. I was also always called stupid, even though we were never given a proper education. Living like this destroyed my confidence and sense of self.
I stayed there until I was 15, when I was moved to Strathen Children’s Home for a one-month assessment. As soon as I arrived there, the abuse got worse. The place was cold, damp, and wet, and it was an awful environment to live in. The matron there would regularly use a whip to beat us and would threaten us with the chairman. The abuse at Strathen was both physical and mental. I was tormented and threatened constantly by both staff and other children.
Things became so unbearable that I ran away to escape. I was eventually taken straight back. Not long after, the place was set on fire, which I believe was done by one of the children. After that, I was moved back to Calder House in Lanarkshire.
When I returned to Calder House, nothing had changed. The abuse started immediately, if not worse than before. By that point, I had become used to being abused, which shows how badly it had affected me. I was greeted with a slap around the head. Every day, there were children crying with tears in their eyes, and I began to believe that this level of violence and cruelty was normal.
I was kept away from my family, isolated and controlled. I was made to scrub the stairs with a toothbrush as punishment. Staff would use belts and whips to hurt me. They would also beat me with their hands and restrain me so tightly that my body would hurt for days afterward and I could barely move properly.
My entire childhood was filled with being bullied, picked on, called names, and tormented. The physical beatings and constant mental abuse have had a serious and lasting effect on my mental health. Even now, as an adult, I don’t trust anyone. I struggle to have relationships with people. I suffer from severe anxiety and PTSD. I still have scars on my back to this day from what was done to me.
I will never forget my childhood, which was defined by neglect, violence, fear, and abuse. What I went through in care has stayed with me for my whole life, and the effects are still with me now.
